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seemed very bright. From the trees of the square
arose suddenly a shrill twittering from hundreds of
small birds.

"What the devil are you getting at, Norton?" said
Rookwith, stopping dead.

"It just occurred to me."

" But why should it occur to you? "

" I met her a few days ago at Trevivian's/'

Rookwith walked on again.

''Who is Trevivian?" he said.

Norton was faintly shocked. Rookwith did not
know who Trevivian was. The fact underlined the
vastness of the gulf that lay between them now. He
explained to Rookwith the importance of Trevivian
in the London world, in the Fitzwarren family and
among Mr. Pitt's young men.

/' Sorry/'  Rookwith said, when he had finished.
"I've rather dropped out, you see/'

"You'll soon get to know everybody/'

The prospect did not seem to delight Rookwith.
Fancy your meeting Miss Stathern again/' he said,
after a thoughtful pause.

"She's a distant relation of my sister-in-law."

"I see." Rookwith chuckled. "Do you remember
The Fair Unknown, Norton?"

"Yes.   You got me into a pretty bit of trouble."

"I like that. Damme, if it hadn't been for me you
would never have come within a mile of her. Let alone
kiss her in the back yard!"

"In the garden," Norton corrected.

"All right, in the garden, then."

There was an odd, concealed suggestion of bitter-
ness in Rookwith's tone. Joan had said Rookwith
used to call at the Government House a great deal